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IT was four years, almost to a day, since he drafted his first
despatch; and Palmerston had made amazing strides. The
House of Commons was not yet captivated by that bland
defensive manner. But he was, at fifty, a European figure,
Not yet, perhaps, the full glories of his later transfiguration,
when pious Germans muttered in abhorrence,

Hat der Teufel einen Sohn
So ist er sicker Palmerston,

whilst Austrian douaniers detained a case of table-knives
whose guilty blades bore the suspicious name of " Palmer
& Son/' and an excited colleague glared at a British passport
and, catching the hated signature, struck it from a startled
traveller's hand with the hysterical exclamation, Cest un nom
detestable. But Mr. Borrow, hopefully leaving tracts in the
ruins of a robber's den in Alemtejo, was soon to have a differ-
ent colloquy over the same signature with one of Queen
Cristina's Nacionales. Asked for his passport, Mr. Borrow,
according to his habit, was expansive, produced it with a
flourish, aid made play with the signature (to say nothing
of a casual promise that Palmerston would shortly end the
Carlist war). The awed Cristino hazarded the opinion that
this Caballero Balmerson must be a very honest man. ' The
eager emissary of the British and Foreign Bible Society
concurred with emphasis, adding the highly idiomatic
tribute, Es mucho hombre. And so they parted, the National
uncovering to look his deferential last upon the clear, the
flowing, the incomparable signature of the Secretary of
State.

Handwriting was, indeed, his forte.   He early cautioned
the young gentlemen of the Foreign Office against the twin

160